First Sailor.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                    Better steer home,
Whether he will or no; and better still
To take him while he sleeps and carry him
And drop him from the gunnel.
Second Sailor.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                         I dare not do it,
Were't not that there is magic in his harp,
I would be of your mind; but when he plays it
Strange creatures flutter up before one's eyes,
Or cry about one's ears*
First Sailor.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                              Nothing to fear.
Second Sailor. Do you remember when we sank that
galley
At the full moon?
First Sailor.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                      He played all through the night.
Second Sailor. Until the moon had set; and when I looked
Where the dead drifted, I could see a bird
Like a grey gull upon the breast of each*
While I was looking they rose hurriedly,
And after circling with strange cries awhile
Flew westward; and many a time since then
I've heard a rustling overhead in the wind.
First Sailor. I saw them on that night as well as you*
But when I had eaten and drunk myself asleep
My courage came again*
Second Sailor.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                     But that's not all*
The other night, while he was playing it,
A beautiful young man and girl came up
In a white breaking wave; they had the look
Of those that are alive for ever and ever*
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